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SONG. 


I. 


OME call the world a Lottery, where all play 
games of chance, Sir; 

Some ſay it is a Maſquerade, and ſome a Country- 
dance, Sir. 

But ſpite of all your learned men, with ſcratch, or 
bob, or curly-wig, 

I'll give the world another name, and chriſten it a 
Whirligig : 

Where ſtill we follow, as it runs ſo merrtily around, 
Sir; 

And may no honeſt heart it holds, be ever left 


aground, dir, 
The 


(6) 
11. 

The law runs round too faſt for us to tell one ſide 
from t'other, Sir, 

Or know the worthy Counſel Quiz, from Lawyer 
Quirk, his brother, Sir; 

A wiſe man it would puzzle juſt as eaſy as a dunce, 
Sir, 

For lawyers often find a way to ſerve two ſides at 
once, Sir: | 

While fill we follow, as they run ſo merrily around, 
Sit; 

And may no honeſt heart by law be ever left aground, 
Sir! 


111. 


For gold, that pretty Whirligig, the Doctor's at 
your call, Sir, 

And ev ry ill, ſo great his ſkill, he's ſure to kill them 
all, Sir: 

At leaſt, *tis what he'll promiſe ; and, to prove his 
word no feather, Sir, 

He'll ſometimes kill the malady and patient both 
together, Sir, | 

While {ill we follow, as they run ſo merrily around, 
Sir; 

And may no honeſt feeling heart be ever left aground, | 


Sir ! 
The 


81 
IV, 


The French—why, they're all Whirligigs, in con- 
ſtant revolution, 

Whoſe orators dare threaten our ood Engliſh con- 
ſtitution : 

Poor fellows, let them chatter, we're not yet come 
to that paſs, Sir, 


Tolet a Frenchman kill us with the jaw-bone of an 
aſs, Sit: 


But George we'll follow loyally; aye, all the world 
around, Sir; 


And may no honeſt, loyal heart, be ever left 1 
Sir! 


== 


S ONG. 
I. 


ET Phyſionomiſts fay all they can, 
"Tis at beſt but a ſimpleton's ſtudy; 
To think you can fathom a man, | 
Becauſe he's black, yellow, or ruddy : 
Did courage conſiſt in a look, 
Some captains would not look ſo big; 
And the judge would be ſadly miſtook, 
Who for wiſdom relied on his wig. 


If 
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11. 
If the heart could be read in the face, 


would fave us from many a bubble; 
Prevent us a world of diſgrace, 

And keep us ſecure from all trouble: 
Profeſſions we never need doubt, 

If the eye were the touchſtone of thoſe; 
And a rogue would be quickly found out, 
By marking the length of his noſe. 

III, 
On my faith! it ſeems fooliſh enough, 
Tho' a finger or back ſhould be hooked, 
That the mind with the form muſt be rough, 

And the conſcience prove equally crooked : 
Should your noſe, by miſchance, ſtand awry, 

The devil muſt ſurely be in't, 

If your friends need be cautious and ſhy, 
. Becauſe a man happens to ſquint. 


SONG. 


I. 


ISTAKES are miſtakes, tho' diſguis'd by a 
name; 
And, however diſtinguiſh'd, their meaning's the 
ſame: wet 
Whether Bull, Botheration, or Blunder, or Bore, 
There's no diff*rence in life, as I told you before. 


And 


(9) 
And ſing fillaloo, drimendoo, ſmalliloo, whack ! 
Tho! the fault you till lay upon poor Paddy's back 
Yet I hope, with your rnd my Bulls will go” 


down, 
Becaaſe they're the faſhion all over the town, 


II, 
In *Change Alley your Stockjobbing Folks e can de- 
clare, 
What comical blunders each day happen there; 
When a Bear makes a Bull, at ſuch terrible luck, 
He looks juſt like a Gooſe, and moves off a Lame Duck, 
And ſing fillaloo, &: 
III. 
Our new playe are with Bulls and with Paddy's 
tricks ſown, 
As if Iriſh miſtakes make amends for their own; 
And, to ſhew you they nothing without them can do, 
By my ſoul, they've got Bulls in their Pantomimes 
too, 
And ſing fillaloo, &c. 
IV. 
May we never want Bulls to provide us with Beef; 
May Britons, diftreſs'd, find from Britons relief; 
May George ever reign, without fear of foul weather, 
And John Bull and Paddy Bull ſtick cloſe together! 
And ſing fillaloo, &c, 


| SONG. 


1 6109) 
_8ONG, 


* I, 
OUR claims to my gratitude how ſhall IJ pay, 
Or utter my thanks for your favours to night; 
To accord with my feelings I nothing can ſay, 
For juſtice to do them expreſſion's too light! 
Yet, as ſilence might make me ungrateful appear, 
And in your good opinion my ſentiments wrong, 
I have tried if my Muſe would ſuch conduct excuſe, 
And your kindneſs endeavour to pay with a ſong. 
II, | 
May pleaſure attend you wherever you go; 
And, fearleſs of care, may you happily live; 
And only by name may ye miſery know, 
But enjoy ev'ry bliſs that is Heav'n's to give. 
May fruition anticipate every wiſh; 
May your lives, like your pleaſures, be all very long; 
And your time, till the end, may you chearfully ſpend, 
And this will I ſing to the end of my ſong. 


— 


